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Summer In The City 


Author's Notes: 


On June bth 2013, | was in London for the Megadeth show. We made it to a signing at HMV on Oxford Street. 
For reasons which were never explained, the band were an hour late (probably traffic or sound check 
problems. Hello! Central London during rush hour. You ain\'t goin\’ nowhere, sonl). But, whatever the reason 


was, this is my version on why they were running so far behind time. 


une bth 208 
The River Thames was a stink hole. But, in the bright, slightly smoggy, sunlight of a summer's day, it was 
perfect. Sunbeams danced off the rippling water while, on the South Bank, people lolled in the sun. There was an 


abundance of cold drinks and ice creams, vendors having set up shop wherever there was a free space. 


"David, we're gonna be late." 


Meandering past the massive London Eye ferris wheel, David grinned to himself. They'd been stuck inside for 
hours. Interviews, sound check, food, fan club stuff. He was tired of seeing the dark interiors of buildings. He 
lived in Arizona, he DEMANDED sun! They were supposedly on their way to a signing at a record store. 
Supposedly, because David had made the bus pull over as they headed across the river. 


"| want to see the sun!" He turned and scowled at the redhead. "Come on, five minutes. That's all | want. Five 


minutes in the sun" 
Dave trailed behind him, head down, hands in his pockets, shoulders slumped. "We're gonna be late," he repeated. 
"And. People'll wait. They always do." 


Sad looking eyes peered up at him through a fringe of red hair. Sighing, he walked back to the older man and 
looped an arm through Dave's. His lover went to shake him off but David stood firm. 


"We're hemorrhaging fans, David," Mustaine murmured. "Like, really hemorrhaging them. People don't want to 


see us any more. They'll leave if we don't get there on time." 


It was a constant battle, one which David hated But Dave had brought it on himself, opening his mouth on all 
manner of controversial subjects. Sure, that was how Dave worked but, in a day and age when there was no 
damage control thanks to the internet, they'd quickly found themselves coming under fire from fans and 
protest groups alike. 


"And what have | told you?" David quietly replied "What have | told you about keeping those opinions to 
yourself? | know you don't want to come roaring out of the closet but you need to keep your mouth shut 


sometimes.” 


Dave just pouted at him, corkscrews of red hair falling into his eyes. Giving him a small smile, David stopped 


beside a van selling ice cream. 

"How about we have something to cheer us up, huh?" 

He felt the older man press himself closer, a sign that, yes, he'd love something sweet. Feeling in his pocket, 
David pulled out his wallet and ordered a pair of soft, vanilla ice creams. With extra strawberry sauce and 
sprinkles. A nearby bench had just been vacated, the family of four chattering as they walked past the two 


men. No one looked at them. No one stopped them and asked them for photos or autographs. It was perfect. 


Sitting down, David offered out one of the small, plastic bowls. It was taken, the small plastic spoon plucked 


from his fingers a second later. 
‘Its not a ferris wheel," he said. 


"Huh?" 


David nodded to the massive London Eye beside them, its capsules sweeping passengers high above the city 


skyline. "IFs actually the world's second largest observational wheel." 


Beside him, he heard Dave eating his way through his ice cream. Already he could feel the difference in his 


lover, his body becoming more relaxed. 
"Whats the fuckin difference, Junior?" 


David chuckled. "Ferris wheels tend to be under one hundred metres and have open gondolas. Observational 


wheels are over one hundred metres and have closed capsules." 
"If | give you some of this ice cream, will you shut the fuck up?" 


Laughing, David opened his mouth, gazing into Dave's eyes as he carefully slid a small dollop of ice cream from 


the tiny spoon 

Taking a mouthful of his own ice cream, David continued, "London has some really funny street names." 
"Like?" 

"Penistone Road, Cock Lane, and White Knobs Way." 

Dave laughed and David looked at the redhead, a grin on his face. Winding a hand in to the back of Dave's head, 
David offered him some of his own sweet, cold treat. It was carefully taken, Dave's tongue licking around the 
spoon before he withdrew. 

"Any others?" 

"Yeah." David's grin widened. "There's Cold Blow Lane." 

"| don't think | want one of those." Dave took another mouthful of ice cream. "This is cold enough." 

David smirked. "I could always put some in my mouth and give you a cold blow if you like?" 

His lover raised an eyebrow. "You'd do that?" 

"Oh, yeah" David nodded to the little dish. "ld eat it if | were you. It's melting.” 


‘It's ‘couse its hot," Dave snickered. "Just like you." 


Grinning, David ate a couple more mouthfuls before smearing some across his lips. Leaning close, he gave Dave 


the tiniest of kisses, the ice cream melting between them. His lover's tongue danced across his lips before 


pressing into his mouth. Gasping, David pressed himself closer, fingers tightening in the waves of red hair. 


Pulling back, he leaned against the bench and stared at the older man. How long had they been together? 
Nearly thirty years, and Dave could still excite him. 


lm gettin’ hot and bothered" He gestured to the quickly melting ice cream. "Better eat this before | get even 


more hot" 

Sticky lips kissed his ear. "You're always hot." 

David snickered. "Calm down, tiger. You're not getting any until after the show." 

"How about if | do this?" 

An arm wound around the small of his back, pulling him against the taller man. Melting into Dave's embrace, 
David eagerly ate the rapidly melting ice cream which was offered. Digging into his own bowl, he returned the 
gesture, their eyes locked as they carefully fed one another. He loved doing things like that, loved the little 
things. Even sharing something simple, like an ice cream, with Dave meant the world to him. It was what kept 


their love alive through everything they'd been through. 


Licking Dave's spoon clean, David gazed into the hazel eyes before him. "There is one street I'd like to take you 


to" 

Dave's hand wandered into his honey-blonde hair, gently stroking and kneading at his scalp. "Yeah?" 
"Yeah," he purred. "Cummings Street in Islington" 

Dave chuckled, breath still slightly chilled as it tickled David's cheek. "How about later tonight?" 


"You got a date there, tiger." 


